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THE OLD UNEINISHED CHAMBER

The old “unfinteted chamber!"—

L aliut ms TYOR fAnd wew
'l'h:'- nanslve, winoke-browned rofters,

Eueh hewn from some huge tree;
No medioval eastlo

‘I-I"-r bonstedt riby myore stolt]
bu. wildest wind of winter

Conld shake (hem with Ity rout,
.A.'n'cl Yo they covidleseonded

.Io ¥ield ungrodged support
'Iu.lmm-n trim of popeory

For winter evenings' sports

To festgonen wenlth of apuls,
Abd wrinkloa piyes gilors
Of plesprophot jo pitinpkin,
And grandma’s tronsured slora
OF peppermint and spraarmint,
Skull-cip and xago ani 411,
Wormwood and bulm uni catnip—-
Sure curs for every (L
Bl meed Hind we af doctors!
AL sllghtes hint of pain
Unme griandma with hee berb-dilnk

And we wore well agalu '

1 foes tha huge old chimn: ¥
Up which the wood fires roared,
On every slde surrounded
By w1l our chitdish hoard
Of hogelnuts sl betchnnts,
fiullll-ﬂ-ll In woldey dinyk,
While saucy chipmiunks soolilod
.J\kld all the woodland ways
Were gay in gold nnd searlet,
And all the alr wis sweet
\\'1:_1:. breath of slorlons WUt
Whoso wenlth was at our foel,

1 2e0 the small-paned windows
That, In w wintor's night,
Would win to wondrons honuly
OF trivcery aznre-white,
Beener of the sunny sounth lund,
With towering trople troos,
Pletures of polar regions
“And feeberg-hnunted seps.
ANl that we read and dreamerd of,
That travelers' toles rehioaraa
We saw in our still corner
Of the great universe,

Then, when (he dayd grew longe,.
And weak the winter's chilns,

Prom some dim, deenming cranny
Out on the sunny panes

Big, sleopy flles cropl stalily,
With dazed, bewildered mien,

Ar though thoy senrve rememberea
The onee famillay weene;

But when, by sunshine wiken W,
They radwed thelr cheery hun,

Wa knew that they were tolling
“Ior true' that spring was come,

Ah, deeamy, blissful memorics
Of dear, dim rainy doys!

We conld not “go n=fishing,"
And Al our outdoor plays

Were sot aslde. What cared wo?
Weo knew the lateh-string stont

Of the old "untinlshed chambor*
Wi always hanging out

What frolics "neath the rafters!
Whant musquernding fine

In garmoents worn and faded,
Fashioned Lo “aulid lang synet

What happy-henfted Inugiter,
Whil xopgs untouched by puln,

Blent with the oblignio
Uneoasing of the rain!

Dear ol unfindshed ¢hamber!
No palave fafror soets—

Natie ta iny heart Is nonrer
' all the land of dreams,

~Minnlte L. Upton, In Orange Judd
Farmer,

‘ TR L LR e S gl itE )

¢ Mr. Jobson Goes Fishing

MO GNGVS e e e ey
RS, JOBRSON,” gaid Mr. Jobson,
after he had finished reading
the paper on Saturday evening, *what
would you rather do or go n-fishin'?”
Mrs. Jobson wasn't familinr with
the phrase, nnd she had to pPuss.

“Yes, L am sune,” went on Mr. Job
son, observing Mrs. Jobson's puzzled
look. “You are liable to railroad me
weross the eastern branch to the big
government inslitution soponer  or
later, Mrs. Jobson, but 'm szane, all
right, Here's what T menn: This is
the beauteous spring season, Thepe-
fore it is the foolish season for fish.
Fish bite in spring in the upper Po-
tomne. Likewise, nature I8 now ns-
suming her loveliest robes. | propose
that we get a skiflf to-morrow morn-
ing, row ten or 15 wiles up the uppen
Potomae, drink In the beauty of the
unfolding lenfage, and catch a barrel
of fish. I'll do the rowing."

Mrs. Jobsou Kept at herhoniton Inee
work very Industriously,

“Aren't you afraid there might be
some danger In rowing now that you
have grown so stout, and=" she be-
gun after a paose.

“Oh, that's it interrupted Mr, Job-
g0t “You are of the opinion that i
Is my purpose to ger you in a hoat.
pull her out (o the middle of the river
and genttle hers or else you think that
I don't koow any more about rowing
thun I do of the Iigher and Ngbler.
one or the other, Mes. Jobson, I nover
won any digmond seulls for rowing,
and T don't pretend that 1 ean beat
n Norfolk boat down to Ol Point in
an outvigger: but 1 _ean row, Mrs
.Tﬂln-‘l'lll--.\'l‘“ don’t want to lev that
fact get away from you; 1 can row,
all right, And I can fish, too. And
when you're throwing out jibes about
proplg getting stout and puffy amd
things like that, permit me to remind
you that the pasting of the years is not
leaving you exactly so sylph-like ns
yvou were when 1 came along and res-
eued vou from single blessedness, |
miy fot be quite so Slim Jimmy and
quicl on my ping ns 1 was n couple
o' yedrs ago, but if 1T can’t pull {he
both of us np to where the falls be
gin on the tpper Potomne, without
tuking a long hreath, and then turn
ngainst the tide, you can present my
namo for membership in the Fat
Men's elub, that's all’?

Thus it eame abont that shortly
after nine o'clock on Sunday morn-
fng Mr. and Mis. Jobson, wilh a
plethorie basket of Tuneh, appeared ot
the foot of one of the Georgetown
strects, where Mr. Jobson rented lines
and sinkers and bought enough bait
to fit out a Gloneester fishing smack
for the Greot Banks, and negotiated
for n hoat.

I don't want any of your fubs”
gaid Mr, Jobson to the boatman
sGimme @ shipshape looking  erafs,
that's got some gixvle nbout it—none of
these here clumsy outfits that jook
1ike Dutch frigates ‘m. # gale n" wind.™

wivell, T've some nive ounlriggers "™
gaid the bostman, leoking Mr, Job.
gon over out of the tail of his eye,
“uwt thev're 8 bit hard to maoage, if

't usged fo ‘sm, and—"
T kve. By 7" gaid Mr. Jabioa, “Wall

If there's RRy_00¢ hing they | can

A

-
-

de hesldes smoking and not plaring
on the cornet, it's just toying with an
ontrigger.  That's what 1 had in
mind —an ontrigger. Gimme the long-
ext and lowest and  roakishest one
you've got in the barn, and you'll see
whether | oun manage it or not.”

“Hut,"  interposed  Mrs.  Jobson,
afler she had made gome furtive ges
tures to,the boatman, “haven’t yon
often read of aceldents with  that
kil of boat, and aren't they—"

Do we do business, and do 1 pet
that onteigeer? suid Mr. Jobson, se-
verely, to the bhontman, who had noe
alternetive but to produce the style
of boat that was demanded of him.
Mys, Jobson got into the stern sheels
with many misgivings and with the
look of one who is hreathing silent
prayers, but Mr, Jobson stepped heay-
ily in with the nir of a deep water,
heavy weallier cox’un of a pitate cap-
tain's gig.

“Just pass me those oars,” he com-
mitnded the boatman, and then the
bont was shoved off, Mr. Jobson dug
the right oar into the water as if it
wis an oyvsier tong, and fanned the
alr with the left. The boat eareencd
to the right, and Mrs, Jobson emittod
a little soream of alarm.  Me, Jobson
glared at her.  Then he dug the left
our into the water, as if it was trying
to make a sounding at that particu-
lar spot, while he wiclded the vight
onr as if it were a cricket bat. The
bout was listed to the left, and again
Mrs, Jobgon emitted a little seream
of fear, holding on tight. Mp, Jobson
glared at her some more, pulled out
his handkerchief and mopped his face,
and suid deep things in bhis throal.

“Ihis darned machive is out of or-
der” said he, “or else you have put
# job on me with the bostman, Mis,
Jobson. [ suppose you came over here
lnte last night and fixed it all up
with him—arranged it sp that  we
snonld hoth be dumped near the doek,
and the boatman is to rescue you snd
et me go to the boom.  Then you
collech iy msurance money, puy your
aecessory in the erime, and—="

“Iey, there!™ yelled the boatmang
“enteh this hne, will you?"

My, Jobson caught the line the bont-
man threw him, and the outrigger
was pulled back to the float.

“They're a bit hard to manage, as
I iold you,” said the boatman, *Don't
you think w plain skiff is what you
want 2

Me. Jobson regarded the boatman
and MrssJobson savigely.

“What I want," he said, “ix some
kind of o boat that will go through
the water—not o machine that s
purposely eranked op and fixed for
the purpose of sending !lwlpll‘ whn iry
to row it walery grave. 1 you've
got that kind of a boat haul it oot
that's all,”

The boatman deposited Mr, and Mrs
dobson in a safedoking skiff of the
flut-bottomed kind, handed Mr. Job.
son the oars, and this thme Mr, Job-
son contrived to get the boat away
from the float without eatching more
than half a dozen crabs.  The tide
wns runnning out, and by the time My,
Jobson had pulled the skiff half-way
across the stream he began to pant
and snort and pafl like a small steam
tige pulling an ocean steamship. The
boat meanwhile wus rapidly golng
down stresm with the tide.  Mr, Job-
son mopped Lis perspiving face and
gazed coldly at Mrs, Jobson, who was
hanging on to the gun'ls with a pale
connteénanee,

“Yon just did this to  humillate
me, didn’t you, madam?” said Mr
Jobson, pieking np the oars and pull-
ing hard for the opposite shore. “It's
just pie for you to have your hushund
made to look cheap ja the eyes of
the riff-rafl, isn't it

“I"'m sure 1 don't know what you—"

YOh, no; you don't knew anything
abont it." snorted Mr. Jobson. *“You
didn't rock that ontrigger with your
two hands go it wonldn't work ax soon
us 1 began to row in it, did vou? And
you didn’t wink to that boatman to
pick out the heaviest tuly of a galleon
that ever erawled through the water
to make 1t appear that 1 was shy in
rowing ubility, did you?"

“Ar. Jobsan, we'll go down fo the
Long bridge soon if yon don't take
the boat further up the stream,” said
Mrs, Jobson, notiving the vapid drift
of the skiff downstréam, “and then—"

“Lat ‘er drift out to sea. madam,”
said Mr, Jobson, in & tone of depdly
coldness; “it wouid scrve yvou right
for forming an alliance with a mur-
derons bontman fo—"

Then My, Jobson went at the onrs,
and by dint of {remendous effort he
managed to feteh up on the Vieginia
side, on the edge of a grass marsh,
about half a mile below the point
whenee they started, There he threw
out his line, and Mrs. Jobson threw
out her line, and av the' end of an
hour's fishing Mrs. Jobson had caught
four niee little pereh, and Mp, Jol.
son hada’t got n bite.  Then M,
Jobson called a boy who was rowing
near by to come over and tow the
skiff back to the plice where it had
been hilved, The bov hitehed hix own
boat to o stake, and in cight minutes
he had ||l||||'|} the skiff contpining Mr,
and Mrs, Jobson (o the float without
w0 much as breathing hard,

“Madam," eaid Mr. Jobson, when
they pot home, about noon, lugging
the basketful of wuntouched luneh,
“the next time you begin to poctize
and pipeadeeam about the bennteous
spring Ieafage, and  bombuozle ma
Into emborking with you on an expe-
dition In which you have eonspired
ta take my life, 111 be elsewhither.
Mrs, Jolwans 'l he  eleewhither—
thats all"—Washington Star.

A Wise Port,

Kipling was wise enough, save the
Chicago Reeord to wait until Joubert
wis dead and Cronje locked up b luse
muking his lotest verses.

Doean*t Affect Price,

The aew style of dinmond o oval,
Bur, soys the Chicago Tribune, the
price remaing at the shme o)d raund
Bgure

A LITTLE NONSENSE.

First Trooper—"Wiat do you think
of him?" Second Trooper—*Well, he
muy be French by nawe, but he's Drit-
ish by nature."—Fun.

Trooper (who has caught a locust)—
“Look 'ere, Bill! This is a rummy
country, 'Ere’s the bloomin' butter-
flies in khaki!"—Funch.

“See that youug farmer, Maggie; he
made a fortune cultivating weeds."
“Surely not, John; what Kind o weeds
were they?'  “Widows,"—Coleured
Comle.

Miss Pechis—"Frerybody seems to
think I'm the pictyre of mamma, «Do
youl My, Gallandt—"Well, I should
gy o very flattering pieture."—Ihila-
delpbia Press.

*1 love you madly, devotedly,” said
the ancient millionaire, 1 place my
fortune and my heart at your feet”
“Do you love me enoughy” asked the
fair lady, who waukn't so romantic as
her words wounld imply, *to die for
me "—'hiladelphia North American.

“Old Snipps is wild!” “Oh?" “Yes;
he offered to make 100 Khaki suits for
as many officers namong the volunteers,
and chinrge nothing for them." “Sol
understood. Well?! “One snit went
to a mun whp has owed hin a pile of
money for years; that's what's eaused
his dander to rise!"—Pick-Me-Up,

“What's the charge?" asked the
court. *The prisoner, your honor," re-
plied the officer, “asked th's man here
what his father was doing, and when
told thut the latter wns a spy in the
mint, withont provoeation, ealled the
father a mince pie.” “P'oor fellow!”
gitid the court. “An examination into
hix sanity seems glmost unnecessurg.
—Philadelphia Norih American.

Mrg, Greene—"Thoy do say that M.
Slyder gambles. Tsn't it awful?” Mirs,
Gray—"I should say it was. Why, jt's
almost as bad as stealing, 1f he wins
he robs some other man; if he loses he
1obs his family" Mrs, Greene—“At
any rale, it is terribly wicked. Dy the
way, I forgot to tell you, I won (e first
prize of the whist tournnment  Jast
night—a beautiful slver eup.”  Mrs
Gray—"0h, you lwky woman! Jow I
envy you!"—Boston Transcript,

FIREPROOF CLOTHING.
Timld People in Germany May Areny
Themselyves In lucombustible
Ralment,

Conruk Licfelid, writing to the state
department from Freiburg, Germany,
tells of a new fireproof materiol com-

ing info use there,’ He says:

“Ar im well known, the rubstance
usunlly employed for the manufacture
of fireproof clothing, paper, theater
curtains, ele,, is nshestos, a  mineral
gilicate, anvariefy of hornbleade. which
can be woven or otherwise prepared,
and is infusible at ordinnry tempera-
tures; hence soileds articles made of
asbextos neecd only be throwa into a
fire 1o be cleaned, Asbestos has, how-
ever, severad great disndvanta®s, viz,
its high price and its great weight, the
specific gruvity being nbout three,

“A new method hias been introdoced
here by which goods are rendered firk-
proof when treated ehemically by a
very quick process, which does not act
on the fiber, so the goods lose nothing
in_strength, nor docs the treantment
in any way affect the color or per-
ceptibly inerease the weight, aml the
advance in the price of the article iy
very little,

"I procured some samples and tried
p few experiments with eloth which
had been made fireproof by this new
process, and found that no flame or
fire is produced, us was the case with
similur goods which had not been so
treated. Only where the candle flame
came into contact with the cloth was
the fiber charred, but there wns no
spread of fire, and us soon as the flame
was removed the charring ceased, 1
poureds some kerosene oid on a plece
of the ¢loth and jgnited it: {he oil
burned vigorously, but the eloth was
simply charved where it had been
soaked with oil, and there was no
spread of fire. A plece of wood
writpped in thick fireproof eanvos was
placed for a few moments on the red-
hot anthracite coals of a furnace, nnd
when examined was found {o be un-
injured, except where it had been in
direct contact with the coal,

“There is one digadvaniage connect-
el with this discovery, which prevents
the use of these firepoof articles for
outdoor purposes, viz, that water ean
dissolve the chemienls and then the
substance is no longer fireproof, but
as #such materinl can be washed and
then reimpregnated very eastly and
cheaply, and so agnin rendered incom-
bustible, it would seem that this does
not grently deprecinte its value. Steam
and moisture do not affect the fire-
proof quilitics, nor does the applica-
tion of heat, It is also claimed that
the munufuctured article is not in the
least poisonous.

“I have tewrened that the iherease in
price to the consumer of the fireproof
article need not be more thian nbhout
three cents per square yard over that
of the upimpregnated, and in large
quantities the difference would he even
less, and the difference in weight s
such that a picee of flag material
weighing befare treatmoent 130 grams
per squors meter woull weigh after
impregnation from 140 to 150 grames,
which r&ans only from ten to twenty
grams per square meter more. If we
consider 500 grams to the pound and
one and one-fifth square yards to the
square mefer, this would mean an in-
ereuse in weight of only one pound
for about every 50 sgunre varde of rra-
terfal. For other goods the average in-
erease might be even less.”

Misnpprehending Woman,
“The Doers don’t like to stasd up
in o fair ight”
“Well, Henry, fighting is tiresome
work, and if yvou would rather sit
down to it, whose busipgss |5 j17"

Indipnegole Journal,

DID NOT CHASTISE HIS WIFE,

His Inienilons Were Good, Hatl the
Good Woman Welghed
SO0 Peonmnds,

“Mawnin', jedge!"

He was on old, undersized darky
with lips like g pair of purpleradishes.
He had a determined look in his eyes
as he shuMed up to Justice Hall's desk
at the police eourt the ather day and
dofMed his hat with an wir of old=fash
foned southern courtewy, says the Chi
engo Inter Ocean,

“Uood morning, Sam, wlhnt can Tde
for you this morning ?" said tho judge

“1 jes wantg to inguinh what a man
wets dat dond whip his wife”

“He ought to be hanged," said Jus
tice Hall, severely.

“But dat ain’t what I wants ter
know, jeidge. I wantster fin' out what
de sontence ob disco'ht am. Don't kee
nuflin® ‘bout what he onghta git,"

“Well, if a man \ms'l\muglat up he
fore me charged with beating his wife
I surely would give him the limit, and
that would be ifty and costs"

“Iilt dispose a man had provocation
Jedge; “spose he was jest foheed to i
what wonld it be?"

“H the profocation was very grenf
I might make it ten," admitted the
judge.

“Das all right, jedge; das all right
and I's sunh willin® 1o pay dat fer de
privilege of knoekin® thundah ont o
de ole "ooman o' mine.” The old fellow
went down into the pockets of his
ragged tronsers and begun to haul ol
dimes, nickels and pennies, and pile
them up on the desk before the aston
ished justice,

“What's this
Juilge,

“Dat’s to pay my fine, jedge; T 'spees
to be befoh de colit tontawoh for whip
pin' my ole 'ooman.”

The judge put the money into an
empity fobacco bag and langhediquictly
to himself,

The next morning an old negre
seareely recognizable as the one whe
hitd been in the day before edged his
way up through the erowd of pricon
ers before the judge's desk. Me had
ane arm in s sling, an eye bound up, and
court plaster vrossed on different ports
of his swollen countenanee, Witl the
well hunad he carried a cane to stendy
himself, as one log was sadly in need
of repair.

Iis name was not on the docket, hut
he watehed his chanee and eanght the
andlge's eye,

“Muwnin', jedge.”

"Good morning. 8am; did you enrry
oul your evil'dexign of vesterday 1"

“No, gnh, jefge; dat's jest what 1's
come o tell yvou about. 1's done
changed my min’ about whippin' my
ole 'ooman, and I's come 1o git wy
money back, De ole ‘ooman an® e han
done made up.” Dah sheam, jedgr, ddt
In'ge, han’some lady in de reah ob de
coht,"

He pointed to a eolored woman that
weighed in the neighborhood of 300
pounds, and stood nearly six foet tal),
who displayed o double row of ivories
as she smiled broadly,

The judge gravely handed the old
negro the bag containing his ten Jdol-
lare. He suid nothing but watehed 1he
old fellow force his way painfully
through the throng to Ils waiting bet-
ter half, and deposit the bagin her out-
stretehed hand. “Then she 1ook him by
the well arm with & not too gentle
grasp and led him outinto the world,

NERVE AVERTED A CALAMITY.

for?" inquired the

How an Irish Agltator's Coolness In
Time of Danger Saved Many
Lilves,

A everyone knows, Daniel 0'Connell,
the famous Ivish agitator, whs oue of
the bravest of mortals, He wag, he.
sides, possessed of great coolness when
oceasion required its exercise, An in
cident illustrative of thix latter qual-
ity was recontly related by one who
witnessed i, On n certain occasion a
meating had been eonvened anid o
Inrge crowd nssembled In o room on
the first floor of a building in o small
cityin Ireland,

O'Connell was abeut to address the
people, when o gentleman, pale with
fear, made his way to the platform
and hoarsely whispered;

“Liberator, the floor {8 giving way!
The beams that shore it up are crack-
ing and we shall all fall through in a
few minutes!™

“Keep silent!" gaiil O'Connell; then,
raising his voice, he addressed the
ussembly:

“I find that the room is too small
to contain the number who desire to
come in, 50 we must leave it and hold
the meeting outside the building.”

At this a few rose and went oul,
but the mojority retained their seats,
Then O'Connell safd:

T will tell you the truth: you are
Irishimen, thevefore brave men. The
floor is giving way and we must Jeave
this room at onee. I there is o punie
iind a rush to the door we ghall all
be precipituted into the room -below,
but if you obey my orders we shall
be saved, Let the 12 men nearest the
door go quietly ont, then the next 12
and so on Ul all have gone, I shall
be the last to leave,”

Iis instroctions were obeyed to the
lettew and he waifed, patient and
ealm, {ill all had gone out in safety.
Then he walked quietly across the
snndering, cracking floor. reaching
the door just as the shattered beams
give way, And thus by the force of
his strong will a terrible accident was
averted.

The Regulntlion Proposal,

Daughter—Neo, mamoma, Harolid has
not proposed as yet; that is, not in so
many words.

Mother—Merey me, Jane! Youmust
not wait for words! Proposnls sre
mostly made up oleighs, gurgles, stom-
mers, coughs, hewms, bawe, and logks,
1 70U KaewiePusk,

THE PRODIGAL SON.

Dr. Talmage Preaches a Sermon
About the Elder Rrother.

Lesson of the Prrable—He Denouncea
Self-Nighivousnesa and Lock of
Sympathy for the Fallen
and Unforfunnie,

[Topyright, 1000, by Louls Klopsch.)

Washington, -

In this discourse Dr. Talmuge
pleads for w hearty reeoption to adl
those who have done wrong and want
to get buck, while the nnsympathetie
nnd  self-righteons  are  excorinted;
text, Luke 15:8 “And he wus angry
and would not go in."

Mony thmes have I been asked to
preach a sermon about  the elder
brother of the parable. I received a
letter from Canada saying: 18 the
elder son of the purable ro unsympa-
thetie and so cold that he is mnot
worthy of recognition?” The faet is
that we ministers pursue the young-
er son, You can hear the flappiog of
his rags in many a sermonic breeze
and fhe cranching of (he pods for
which he wos an wnsuccessful con-
teslant, 1 confess that it has been
difficult for me to train the camera
obacura npon he elder son of the par-
abde. [ could not get a negative for
o photograph. There was not enough
light in the gallery, or the chemicals
were too poor, or the sitter moved
in the ]lil-trn'n-. But now 1 think 1
have him, not a side face or o three-
quarters or the mere bust, but a full
length portrait as he appears to me.
The father in the parable of the prod-
igal had nothing to brag of in his two
gong,  The one was o rake and the
other a churl, 1 find nothing admirn-
ble in the dissolutencss of the one,
and 1 find nothing attractive in the
nerid sobriety of the other. The one
goes down over the Inrboard side, and
the other goes down over the star-
board side, bul they hoth go down,

From all the windows of the old
homestend bursts the minstrelsy. The
floor quakes with the feet of the rus-
ties, whose dance is always vigorous
and resounding. The nelghbors have
heard of the return of the younger
#on from lis wanderings, and they
have gathered together. The house
is full of congratulators. 1 suppose
the tables are loaded with luxuries,
not only the one kind of meat men-
tioned, but its concomitants, “Clap!”
go the eyvmbals, “Thrum!"™ go the
harps, “Cliek!"” go the chalices, up
and down go the feet inxide. while
oulside ix & most sorry spectucle,

The senior son stands ot the corner
of the house, a frigid phlegmatic. He
has just come in from the fields in
very substantinl apporel. Seeing some
wild exhilarations zround the old
mansion, he asks of a servant passing
by with a goatskin of wine on his
shoulder what all the fuss is about,
One would have thonght that, on
.!:--.1r1n].',' that his younger brother had
got back, he would have gone into the
house and rejoiced, aund, if he were
ot conseientiously opposed to dane-
ing, that he would have joined the ori-
cntnl schottish. No, there he stands.
Iis brow lowers: his face darkens;
his lip curls with contempt. He
stamps the ground with indignation;
he sees nothing at all to attract, The
aodors of the feast, coming out on the
air, do not sharpen his appetite.
The lively music does not put apy
spring into his step. He is in a ter-
rible pout. Ie eriticises the expense,
the injustice and the morals of the
entertuinment, The fother rushes ont
barehended and coaxes him to come
in. He will not go in. He scolds the
father. He goes into o pasquinade
agninst the younger brother, and he
makes the most uncomely scene. He
says:  “Father, you put a premium
on vagibondism. 1 staid at homa and
worked on the farm. You never made
u party for me: you didn’t so mueh
as kill a kid, That wouldn’t have cost
half as mueh ns u enll; hut this seape-
grace went off in fine elothes, nnd he
comee buck not fit to be sgeen, and
what o time you make over him! Ie
brenks your heart, and you pay him
for it, That ealf, 10 which we have
been giving extra fesd  durving  all
these weeks, wonldn't be so fat and
sleek if I had known to what use yon
were going to put it. That vagabond
deserves to be cowhided instead of
banqueted,  Veal is too pgood for
him,” That evening, while the young-
er son sat telling his father about his
ndventures and asking about what
had ocenrred on the place since his
departure, the senior brother goes to
bed disgusted and slams the door
after him. That senior Lrother still
lives, You can see him any Sunday,
noy day of the week., Ab o meeting
of ministers in Germany some one
asked the question: "“Who is8  that
elder son?" and Krummacher an-
swered:  “1 know him; I saw him yos-
terday.”  And when thev insisted
upon knowing whom [ meant he snid:
“Myself; when I saw the account of
the eonversion of a most obpoxious
man T was irritated.”

First, this senior brother of the

text stands for the self-congratuin-
tory, eclfsatisfied, self-worshipful
mam.  With the same hreath jn which

he vituperates against his younger
brother lie utiers a pancgyrie for
himself, The self-righteous man of
my Wxt, like every other seli-righteous
man, wus full of fuulis. He wos an
fngraie, for he did not appreciate the
home blessings which he had all those
vears, He swng disobedient, for when
the father told him to come in he
stnid out. e was u liar, for he siid
that the recreant son had devoured
hix father’s living. when the father, so
far from being reduced to penury,
hind a homestead left, had instruments
of musie, had jewels, Lad a mansion,
and inpiead of belng & pauper, wis 8

polace,  This seolor Srother, with o0

many faults of his own, was merciless
in his eriticism of the younger broth-
er. The only perfect peophe that 1
have ever Known were ntterly abiox-
ious, 1 was never so badly cheated in
my life as by a perfect man. e got
80 far up in his devotions that he was
clear up above all the rules of com-
mon honesty.  ‘these men that go
ubout prowling among prayer meet-
ings and in places of business, telling
how good they are—look ont for
them; keep your hand on your pock-
etbook! 1 have noticed that just in
proportion as a man gets good hie gets
humble. The deep Mississippi  does
not make as much noise as the brawl-
ing mountain rivulet. There has
been mgny o store that has had more
goods in the show window than in-
side on the shelves,

This self-righteons man of the text
stood at the corner of the house hug-
ging himsell in admiration. We hear
a great deal in our day about the
higher life. Now, there are two kinds
of higher life men, The one is ad-
wirable, and the other iz most re-
pulsive. The one kind of higher life
man is very lenient in his eriticism of
others, does not bore prayer mectings
to death with long harangues, does
not talk a grent deal about himself,
but much about Christ and Heaven,
gets Kindlier and more gentle nnd
more useful until one day his sonl
spreads a-wing, and he flics away to
eternal rest, and evervbody mourns
his departure. The other higher life
man goes aronnd with a Bible conspic-
uously under his  farm, from
church to church. a sort of general
evangelist, Is n sort of nuisance 1o his
own pastor when he is at home and
a nuisanee fo other pastors when he
is away from home, 1uns up to kome
man who is counting out n roll of
bank bills or running up a diffienlt lino
of figures and asks him how his =sonl
is, mukes religion a dose of ipee acu-
unha. . Standing in a religions meet-
ing making an address, he has a pat-
ronizing way, a8 thongh ordinary
Christinns were clear away down he-
low him, o he had to talk at the top
of his voice in order 1o make them
hear, but at the same time enconrag-
ing them to hope on that by elimbing
many years they may after awhile
come up within sight of the place
where hie now stands, 1 tell you plain-
Iy that a roaring, roistering, bouncing
sinner is not so repnlsive to me s
that higher life malformation. The
former may repent: the latter never
gets over hix pharisaism. The young-
er brother of the parable enme back,
but the senior brother stands outside
entirely oblivious to his own delin-
guencies and defirits, prunouncing his
own culogium, Oh, how much easier
it is to blamwe others than to blame
onrselves!  Adam blamed Eve, Eve
blamed the serpent, the senior brather
blamed the yonnger brother, and none
of them hlamed themselves

Again, the senior brother of my. text
stands for all those who are faithless
about the reformation of the dissipated
and the dissolute. In the very tones of
his voiee you ean hear the fuet that he
has no faith that the reformation of the
vounger son is genuine, Higentire man-
ner seems 1o say: "“That boy has come
boack for more money, Ile got a third
of the property: now he hos come back
for another third. Ile will never be
contented to gtay on the farm. He will
fall away, 1 would goin too and rejoice
with the others if I thought this thing
were gennine; but it is o sham, That
boy is a conflrmed inebriate and debau-
chee.” Alas, my friends, for the
ineredulity in the chureh of Christ in
regard {o the reclamation of the rec-
reant! Yousay n man has been a strong
drinker. 1 say, “Yes, but he has re-
formed.” “0h.” you say, with a lugu-
brious face, I hope yon are not mis-
taken; I hope yvou nre not mistaken,"
Yousay: “Don’t rejoice too much over
his conversion, for soon he will be un-
converted, 1 fear. Don't make too big
i pagly for that returned prodigal or
strike the timbrel too loud; wand, if
You kill o ealf, kill the one that is on the
commons nnd not the one that has been
Inxuriating in the paddoek.” That is
the reason why more prodigals do not
come home to their father's house. It
is the rank infidelity in the church of
Giod on this subject, There is not o
liouse on the sireets of Heaven thit
has not in it a prodigal that returned
and staid home. There could be un-
rolled before you a seroll of a hundred
thousand pames—the names of prodi-
gals who came back forever reformed
Who was John Bunyan? A returned
prodigal, Who was Richard Baxter?
A returned prodigal. Who was George
Whitefield, the thundever? A returned
prodigul. And I eould go out in all the
airles of this church to-day and find on
either side those who, onee far astray
for many years, have been faithful,
and their eternal salvation is ns sure
as though they had been ten years
in Heaven. And yet some of yvou have
not euough faith in their return.

An invalid went to South Amerien
for his bealth and one day saf sun-
ning himself on the beach when he
saw something erawling up the beueb,
wriggling toward him, and he was uf-
frighted. He thought it was a wild
beast or a reptile, and e took his pis-
tol from his pocket., Then he saw it
was nod s wild beast. It was o man,
an immortal map, 8 man made in God's
own image, and the poor wreich
crawled up to the feet of the invalid
and asked for strong drink, und the in-
valid took his wine flask from his
pocket and pave the poor wretch some.
thing to drink, aud then under the
stimulus he rose up and gave his his-
tory. Me had been a merchant in Gilas-
gow, Scotlnod. He had gone down un-
der the power of atrong drink until he
wae 5o reduced in poverty that he was
living in a boat just off the beach.
“Why," said the invalld, “I knew o
merchant in Giasgow once, a merchant
of such and such a name.” And the
poor wretch straightened himseld and
said: I am that man!” “Let him
thet thinkelh he standeth toke heed
loat be gR" -

T
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| the rain comes,

Agaln, 1 remark that the venick
brother of my text stands [or the spire
it of cuvy and jealousy, 'I'he scnior
brother thought thut all the honor
they did to the returned brother was
& wrong to him: He said: "1 have
stald at home, nud L ought to have had
the ring, and I ought 1o have had the
bunguet, and 1 ought to have had the
gurlands.”  Alus for this spivit of envy
and jealousy coming down through the
Cain and Abel, Esau and Jacob,
Sanl and David, Haman and Mordecai,
Othelle and Tago, Orlando und Angel-
few, Caligula and Torquatus, Caesar
and Pompey, Cotumbus anid the Span=
ish courtiers, Cambyses and the broth-
er he slew beenuse he wis @ better
marksman, Dionysius and Philoxenius,
whom he slew becnuse he was a better
singer.  Jealousy smong  painters,
Closterman and Geoffrey Kneller, Hud-
son and Reynolds. Franeiw, anxious to
see i picture of Raphacl, Raphacl sends
Lim a picture, Francla, seeing it, falls
in a lit of jealousy, from which he dies.
Jealousy among authors, HHow seldom
contemporaries spesk of ench other!
Xenophon and I'late Hving at the same
time, but from their writings you never
would suppose they heard of ench oth-
er. Neligious jealousies, The Moham-
meduns praying for rain during a
drought; no rain coming. Then the
Christians begin to pray for rain, and
Then the Mohamme-
tlans wet together to account for this,
and |||l"_" resolved that God was so well
pleaged with their prayers He Kept the
drought on so as to keep them praying,
but that the Christians began to pray,
aund the Lord was so disgusted with
their prayvers that He sent rain vight
nway, 0 he would not hear any mora
of their hll]lp[il'il'inﬂ.

A wrestler was so envious of Theog-
cenes, the prinee of wrestlers, thit he
could not be consoled in any way;
and after Theogenes died und a stat ne
was Jifted to him in & publie place
his envious antagonist went out every
night and wrestled with the statue,
until one night he threw it, and it
fell on bim and erushed him to death,
So jealousy is not only absurd, Hut it
is killing 1o the body, and it is Kill-
ing to the soul. How seldom it is you
find one merchant speaking well of a
merchant in the sime line of bhusiness.
How seldom it is you hear a physicinn
speaking well of o physician on the
same block, Oh, my friends, the world
& large enough for all of us. Let us
rejoiee nl the suceess of othere,

Besides that, if we do not get as
muel honor and ag much attention as
others, we ought to congreatulate our-
selves on what we eseape in the way
of assnult, The French general riding
ou horseback at the hend of his Lroops
heard a soldier complain aod sayv: “1
is very easy for the general to command
us forwnrd while he rides and we walk,"
Then the general dismounted and coms
pelled the complaining soldier to get
on the horse. Coming through & ru-
vine, a bullet from o sharpshooter
struck the rider, and he fell dead, Then
the general sald:  “Howsmueh safer it
is to walk than to ridel™

Once more | have to tell you that
this senior brother of my text stunds
for the pouting Christiun, While there
is 80 much congratulation within doors,
the hero of my text stands outeide,
the corncrs of his month drawn down,
looking ns De felt—miserable. I am
gind his lugubrious physiognomy did
not spoil the festivity within, How
many pouting Christions there are in
our day—Cliristians who do not like the
music of the churches, Christians who
do not like the hilayitios of the young—
pouting, pouting, pouting ot soecicty,
pouting at the fashions, pouting at the
newspapers, pouting at the church,
pouting at the government, pouling at
High Heaven, Their spleen I8 too large,
thelr liver does not worlk, thelr digen-
tion is broken down, There are two
eruets in the caster always sure to be
well supplied—vinegar and red pepper!
Oh, come away frum that mood. Stir
i little saccharin Into your disposition,
While you avoid the dissoluteness of the
Younger son, avoid also the lrascibility
and the petulance and  the pouting
spivit of the elder son, and imitate the
father, who had embraces for Uhe res
turning prodigal snd conxing words
for the splentic maleontent,

Al the face of this pouting elder son
is put before us in order that we might
bett€r see the radinnt and forgiving
face of the Father. Contrasis are
mighiy. The artist, in sketching thy
field of Waterlon years after the battle,
put a dove in the mouth of the cannon.
Ruphael, in one of his eartoons, hesideo
the face of o wretch put the face of a
happy and lnnocent child, And so the
nour face of this irnseible and disgusted
clder brother is brought out in order
thut in the contrast we might better
understand the forgiving and radiant
face of God. That ls the meaning of it
—that God 1s ready to take baek any-
body that is sorry, to toke him elenp
back, to tuke him back forever and for-
over anid forever, (o take him back with
wloving bug, to put a Kiss on his parched
lipo & ving on his blodted hawl, sn ohsy
shoe on his chinfed foot, a garland on
his blecding temples and heaven in bis
goul. Oh, I fall flat on mercy! Come,

nges:

“my hrother, and let us get down into

the dust, reésoiverd never 1o rise nntil
theFather's forgiving hand shall lift usl

Oh, what & God we have! Bring vour
doxologies, Come, earth aml lenven,
and Join in the worship, Cry aloud!
Lift the palm branches! Do you not
feel the Father's arm ground your
neck? Do younot feel the warm breaih
of your Father against your elicek ?
Surtender, younger von!  Surrender,
elder son!  Surrender, all! Go in tas
day and eit down at the banquet. Taka
arliee of the fatted call, and afterward,
when you are seated, vith oue hand in
the hand of the returned brother and
the other hand in the hand of the re-
Joincing father, let your heart beat
time to the clapping of the cymbnl and
the mellow voice of the flute, It fs meot
that we should make merry and be
glad, for this, thy brother, wus degd
and f& ulive agnin; be was 1cit and ¢
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